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Adventures of 
Ranger Rick 


by Sallie Luther ~ 4 





“I can just see the headlines now,” grumbled 
Cubby. “‘BEAR FOUND STARVED NEAR APPA- 
LACHIAN TRAIL!” 

“Well, you're the one who wanted to take 
this side path and look for berries,” sighed 
Odora Skunk. “See any trail markers, Morgan?” 

The mockingbird called down from a redbud 
tree, “There's nothing in sight for miles around 
but forests and mountains.” 

The friends had been hiking on the Appala- 
chian Trail in the Blue Ridge Mountains of 
Virginia. But now they were lost and tired. 

“All right . . . all right,” snapped Ranger Rick. 
“According to our guidebook, the main trail 
should come out somewhere over . . . there.” He 
pointed toward a thicket of mountain laurel that 
was just bursting into bloom. 

“Y all look like you could use some help,” 
drawled a soft southern voice behind them. The 
friends turned to see a beautiful red fox sitting 
by a clump of flame azaleas. 

“Help, smelp . . . pass the kelp,” mocked 
Morgan, hopping from limb to limb. 

“You'd make a mighty tasty snack, Feather 
Face,” said the fox, looking up at Morgan. 

“Don't mind Morgan,” said Rick with a stern 
glance at the bird. “We really could use some 
help. We've been following the Appalachian Trail, 
but we took a side path and got lost. Can you 
help us find our way back?” Then Rick intro- 
duced himself and the others. 

“Pleased to meet you,” replied the fox. “My 
name is Scarlett. Pm not surprised that you're 
lost. These side paths can be tricky. Y'all follow 
me and I'll have you back on the AT in a jiffy.” 
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“Why do you call the Appalachian Trail the 
‘AT’?” asked Odie as they trotted along. 

“Oh, it’s just a nickname,” answered Scarlett. 
“I picked it up from the volunteers.” 

“Who are they?” questioned Cubby. 

“The volunteers are folks who take care of 
the AT” Scarlett answered. “This trail runs all 
the way from Maine to Georgia. And the volun- 
teers clear and clean up every foot of the trail 
for free. They do it ‘cause they love it so much. 
It's the longest marked footpath in the world — 
2100 miles!” 

“I must have walked at least a thousand miles 
today,” muttered Cubby. The bear was so busy 
thinking about his tired feet that he forgot 
to watch where he was putting them. Cubby 
slipped on some loose rocks and tumbled 
down, backpack over bear paw. The young bear 
landed in a shallow trench. He looked so funny 
his friends couldn't help laughing. “What's 
this ditch doing here?” he asked grumpily, 
pulling himself up. 

“It's part of the old AT,” answered Scarlett. 
“In some places the trail has been pounded by 
so many footsteps that it’s as bare as pavement. 
Then rainwater rushes down the trail and makes 
a gully by washing away the soil. The gully gets 
deeper and the path gets steeper and soon 
you've got a dangerous spot like this. So the 
trail has to be moved.” 

The animals had now reached a rocky ridge 
overlooking a farm in a small valley. “The AT 
picks up again on the other side of this farm,” 
said Scarlett. “But we'll have to go around it.” 
“Hey, look at all the bears,” said Cubby. 
“Those are black cattle, not black bears,” 
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trilled Morgan from an old apple tree. “Mumbo, 
jumbo ... what a dumbo.” 

“And you re cruisin’ for a bruisin'” Cubby 
growled. “You guys can take the long way 
around. But I’m taking a shortcut.” He lumbered 
off before Scarlett could stop him. 

“Hell be sorry,” she said with a grin. 

By now Cubby had reached an old barn in 
the middle of the little valley. Then he got the 
creepy feeling he was being watched. 

“Baaawwwggghhh!” bellowed a big black 
bull. He had been resting inside the barn. 

Cubby's feet weren't tired now! The cub ran 
for his life. He could feel hot bull breath on his 
back! He scrambled over a little ladder, or stile, 
straddling a wire fence. Gasping for breath, 
Cubby collapsed on the other side. 

“That'll teach you not to trespass on private 
property,” Scarlett scolded gently when the 
friends finally joined him. “Lucky for you that 
old stile was there.” 

“Smile, file . . . hooray for the stile,” warbled 
Morgan from a dogwood branch. 

As the friends moved along once more, 
Scarlett told them that the AT had once gone 
through this pretty farm. But careless hikers had 
left gates open and the farmer's cattle had gotten 
out. Others had left a trail of trash behind them. 
And once a cigarette butt had nearly set the 
barn on fire. In anger, the farmer had closed 
his whole farm to hikers. 

“Gee,” said Rick. “It’s really a shame that a 
few thoughtless hikers can ruin the fun for 
everyone. Does that happen . . .” 

“Excuse me, Rick,” interrupted Odie. “But 
what's all that noise up ahead?” 

“Tm afraid were coming to one of the trail's 
worst troubles,” said Scarlett. “Traffic.” 

“A highway?” asked Rick in surprise. “I 
thought the AT meant mountaintops.” 

“In most places it does,” agreed the fox. “The 
AT is a National Scenic Trail, one of America’s 
public lands. But in some places it still runs 


through private property. If the owners stop 
hikers from crossing their land — the way that 
farmer back there did — it often means hikers 
have to walk on highways. . . . 
“Well, the only way to get this over with is 
to get going,” said Scarlett. “Everybody stick 
close to me and stay on the side of the road. 
And be sure to listen for cars. Some people 
drive like crazy through these mountain curves.” 
The animals were moving carefully along 
when Scarlett whispered, “Trouble ahead.” 
Coiled asleep on a rock by the road was the 
biggest rattlesnake the friends had ever seen. 
“Its Old Shaker,” warned Scarlett. “He probably 
wouldn't hurt us, but we'd better be careful 
anyway. Let's move out into the road to get by.” 
One by one the friends tiptoed past the 
dozing reptile until only Ranger Rick remained. 
Just as the raccoon was right in front of him. 
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Old Shaker began rattling a warning. His flick- 
ering tongue darted in Rick’s direction. 

The poor raccoon was so startled that he 
leaped backward. He couldn't have picked a 
worse time to do so, for a battered old pick- 
up truck had just rounded the curve. 

“Look out!” screamed Morgan, but it was too 
late. A fender grazed Ranger Rick as the truck 
rattled past him. The raccoon flew through the 
air and landed with a thump at the side of the 
road. There he lay, very still. 





By the time the friends reached Rick he was 
sitting up, holding his aching head. He had been 
one lucky raccoon to escape alive! Cubby helped 
the ranger to his feet while Scarlett and Odie 
watched for cars. Then they hiked on down the 
highway until they saw a welcome sight. It was a 
metal sign at the side of the road that read, 
“Appalachian Trail Just Ahead.” A few paces 
farther on they spotted a trail marker. It meant 
back to the welcome woods for the animals. 

As they entered the shadowy forest, a muffled 
voice behind them called, “Hey, you guys, wait 
for me!” Along flew Morgan, carrying Rick’s 
rumpled hat in his beak. 

Later that evening the friends feasted on wild 
strawberries. “Is every day on the Appalachian 
Trail so exciting?” asked Odie. 

“Some days you never see another person,” 
answered Scarlett. “Then other days there are 
so many hikers that they almost trample each 
other. The AT is getting so popular that people 
are loving it to death. Unless every hiker picks 
up trash and makes camp carefully, and unless 
other trail manners are followed, the AT won't 
be wild and beautiful for long.” 

“And,” added Odie, “the parts of the trail that 
are still in private hands must be bought by the 
government and made part of our public lands. 
That way there won't be any more highway 


»)) walking. Right, Rick?” 


“Right!” agreed the ranger, rubbing the bump 
on his head. 

“Enough serious talk for one day,” spoke up 
Scarlett in a jolly voice. She looked around for 
Morgan. “Hey, Motor Mouth,” she called. “How 
about a song? Do you know ‘Dixie’?” 

But for once the bird had nothing to say. He 
was fast asleep in a big, old pine. 


Rangers: To find out more about the Appalachian Trail, and 

how you and your family might be able to become trail volun- 
teers, just send a note and a self-addressed, stamped envelope 
to: Appalachian Trail Conference, P.O. Box 807, Harpers Ferry, 
WV 25425. RR. 
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